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SOMEONE RAPPED loudly 
on the door of my bedroom. As 
it was past midnight and I’d 
been unable to sleep, the dis¬ 
turbance was not entirely wel- 


“Who’s there?” I asked. 

“A young man what insists on 
being admitted, sir,” replied the 
raucous voice of my housekeep- 
sr. “A young man — and very 
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gulpin’ noise as if it was a-lick- 
in’ its chops.” 

JULY 26. Elsie and I are 
leaving tomorrow. I’m on the 
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cA Siting &l ‘^Beauty 

i 9 Wallace IV,, 1 


Wallace West is another of the 
fiction who made their debut in 
is a deceptive aura of fun that ru 
the shocking, and the terrifying 


ion' writers of imaginative 
lovels, for sardonic humor, 

Mr. Wright did, at < imes, 
casion where we feel that 
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CAME THE TIME when the 
only body left in the pool was 
that of Miss X. 

Came the time when “Moony” 
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^Ae ^IJaze c &t\d 
^Ae c Wlonat&r 



alone on the beaoh for long. 
Two men wearing a sort of 
greenish uniform unfamiliar to 
him appeared from the under¬ 
brush, leveling rifles of a type 
he’d imagined were obsolete 
fifty years ago. They spoke in 
Spanish, a language he hardly 
knew, but their commands were 
obvious. He was a prisoner, cap¬ 
tured on the beach of an island 
he hardly knew existed, by men 
who spoke a different language. 
And within an hour he found 
himself cast into the darkness 
of a cell in the far interior of 
the island, without food or wa¬ 
ter or any clothing but the tat¬ 
tered remains of his seagoing 
garments. 

He remained in the dungeon 
— for it was nothing more than 
that — for more than a day, un¬ 
til his thirst was such that he’d 
taken to licking water from the 
walls where it trickled down in 
the darkness from some damp¬ 
ness unseen above. Then, with¬ 
out warning, the guards came 
for him again. This time he was 
taken down a long passageway 
that seemed to connect the pri¬ 
son with a sort of palace, a vast 
glistening sparkle of a place that 
reminded him of those old pic¬ 
tures of Versailles in the days of 
Saint-Simon. The guards led 
him into a high-ceilinged cham¬ 
ber at the end of which sat an 
elderly man who gave every ev¬ 
idence of being strong and ac¬ 
tive demite his years. His face 
was deeply tanned, almost 


brown, and the whiteness of his 
wrinkled hair gave to the whole 
head an air of motion, of mat¬ 
ter arrested but momentarily. 
The man might have been a 
conqueror or a prime minister. 
He was most certainly a ruler. 

“Good evening,” he said qui¬ 
etly, speaking in English with 
just a trace of Spanish accent. 
“Welcome to the Island of 
Snails.” 

"My ship lost me,” Nellis 
started to explain. “The storm . 

“No need for explanations.” 
The other held up his hand. 

visitors here.” 

“This is your island?” 

“Quite correct. I am Captain 
Cortez, direct descendant or the 
Spanish conqueror. My island, 
my people. I own everything 

“I’d be very pleased if you 
could arrange transportation for 
me back to the mainland,” Nel¬ 
lis said, with a growing tension 
in the pit of his stomach. There 
was something about this place 
and this man which struck fear 
into him, a fear he had not even 
felt during his day in the dun- 

S ^“WeIl,” the white-haired man 
answered slowly, “that would 
be a bit difficult at this time. I 
think you’d better plan to re¬ 
main with us here ” 

Nellis- took a step forward 
and immediately the guards 
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by 'ImbroAe fierce 


Despite his fondriess for^the crudest of melodramati 
letted bitterness, cynicism, mordant humor?and skeer , 
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Babylon: 

very nearly unchanged. 

One theory advanced is that 
the word “Babylon” is a corrup¬ 
tion of “BabylancT and the 
whole verse therefore an alle¬ 
gory of life . . . the “threescore 
and ten” being readily identified 
as the alloted life span of nwrtal 
man given by the Bible, and the 
meaning of the verse a com¬ 
mentary on the shortness of life. 


70 M. 

which is but a “candlelight" 
from Baby-land to the infantile 
senility which precedes death. 

However, this is merely a pro¬ 
fessional theory, with not a 
scrap of recorded folklore to 
sustain it. Meanwhile, my own 
rendition is much more exactly 
literal; therefore, perhaps it will 
do. DAW 


The cryptic reference to the ghastly story behind 
the jingle “Goosey, Goosey Gander” led us to put the 
thumbscrews on author Wollheim, as we had never 
heard about this aspect of the famous rhyme before. 
The “lady’s chamber” in the jingle refers to the 
queen’s chamber, whence an “old man” was dragged 
by fanatics during the Massacre of St. Bartholo¬ 
mew’s day to be slaughtered and thrown down the 
stairs because he “would not say his prayers”. 
Whether he was the queen’s lover, or a particular 
Hugenot friend her majesty wanted spared, depon¬ 
ent sayeth not. 

Donald A. Wollheim is author of a recent biogra¬ 
phy of Lee DeForest, inventor of the vacuum tube, 
and of the current series of science-based books, for 
young people, “Mike Mars”. 

You’ll see him we trust, in the next issue with a 
quiet little tale which nonetheless may leave a shud¬ 
der. Don’t miss “Doorslammer”. 



3nex per fenced ^Uoat 

U JJ. C. Welts 


tific approach. Wells diJ, at times, touch upon the “supernatural” but 

JogtcaZ effects upon human beings toAo were^in another repjects^reacting 

duces in the reader the “suspension of disbelief” in the strange happenings. 
So this ghost you will encounter below is not quite like any other ghost 
that had appeared in fiction before . . . 


THE SCENE amidst which 
Clayton told his story comes 
back very vividly to my mind. 
There he sat, for the greater 
part of the time, in the comer 
of the authentic settle by the 
spacious open fire, and Sander¬ 
son sat beside him smoking the 
Broseley clay that bore his 
name. There was Evans, and 
that marvel among actors, Wish, 


who is also a modest man. We 
had all come down to the Mer¬ 
maid Club that Saturday morn¬ 
ing, except Clayton, who had 
slept there overnight — which 
indeed gave him the opening of 
his story. We had golfed until 
golfing was invisible; we had 


mood of tranquil kindliness 
when men will suffer a story. 
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ou see the power of Hell?” 
ked. 






^id&l C J$ci66in 

l, W. I Stamper 


in Shakespeare’s play, a voi 
vow-dead dictator will be 
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temperature and a northward 
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